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time was with many months of world-travelling,
her fresh young spirit came like a breath of pure
mountain-air into my life and seemed for a while to
give, like Margaret of old, a new impulse to my
whole being. But so soft was her voice, so tender her
touch and such an air of purity and gentleness
breathed round her whole individuality, that even
more than Margaret she reminded me of Ida, that
embodiment of all that is graceful and eternal-
feminine, whom Francesca Alexander has immor-
talised in one of her Tuscan idylls. And she
reminded me so strongly of that Tuscan girl that I
knew, and now know, her only by that girl's name.
It was she who told me what a huge disappointment
to the older members of the Circle I had proved, for
when their Master told them at the Ghanbhar of
the approaching visit of " the Wise Man from the
East," they had set their imagination to work and
had built up a picture of me in flowing white robes,
with silvery locks and a patriarchal beard, with eyes
turned heavenwards and hands ever uplifted to
invoke peace and blessing on them: " Instead," she
said, " they found a commonplace young man in
commonplace dress with commonplace ways and
just a little mischief in his very, very dark eyes." In
those five short days not many were the walks we
had together nor often were we left all to ourselves,
still Ida and I had sufficient walks together and were
left long enough to ourselves to add a line of romance
in our individual scroll of life. The long-dreaded
morning of bidding good-bye to the New World and
the people I had come to scoff but remained to